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HAIL TO THE KING! 


Regarding Barry’s formal assumption of 
dictatorial powers on the night of November 
20th, it’s kind of hard to say anything that 
hasn’t already been said. This is our problem: 
we say much and do nothing. What disturbs 
me is that almost no one seems fully to have 
internalized the magnitude of what happened 
on November 20th. This was a really, really 
big deal, and yet it seems to have already 
been swallowed up by images of the mess in 
Ferguson. It’s quite possible that the two 
events are not unconnected. 

Okay, Barry has been ruling as a dictator 
de facto for some time, since he appropriated 
the power to himself to kill American citizens 
without a trial or any shred of due process in 
the National Defense Authorization Act of 
2011. The One has especially been doing his 
dictator thing since he instituted the so-called 
Dream Act in 2012, after Congress had twice 
specifically rejected it. Barry should have 
been immediately impeached, removed from 
office, arrested and taken into legal custody to 
stand trial when he did that, but no one had 
the balls for it, and so he discovered that he 
can pretty much do any goddamned thing he 
wants and no one will do anything about it. 

This whole business is about the free pass 
he gets, the complete lack of consequences 
for any of the atrocious acts he commits. The 
Republicans have already said that when they 


come into Congress in January they’re not 
going to impeach him, so what else can I tell 
you? He’s going to have two more years to 
screw the pooch, and the Republicans are 
just going to stand by sobbing and wringing 
their hands. 

The United States of America came into 
being on July the 4th, 1776 and it ended on 
November 20th, 2014, when Barack Hussein 
Obama issued what amounted to a royal 
edict that changed the nature of this country 
forever. He did so without even the pretense 
of consultation with the people’s elected rep¬ 
resentatives, and neither the people’s elected 
representatives nor the people themselves did 
anything to stop him. 

He not only committed the very act which 
the Constitution was specifically drafted and 
designed to prevent on the part of any presi¬ 
dent, he violated the much earlier document 
on which all Anglo-Saxon common law is 
based, the Magna Carta of 1215, which first 
established the principle of the rule of law in 
a society where everyone, including the king 
himself, is subject to that law. 

We are now ruled in this country by a 
much older principle that goes back to the 
Dark Ages, in Latin called volus princeps lex 
est —“the will of the Prince is the law.” The 
loss of our Constitution is part of our own 
descent into the darkness .—HAC 
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I did not send the e-mails I was charged with 
sending in this case. I did not make the Facebook 
posts, either. The United States Attorney’s office 
knows this, and prosecuted me anyway, with the 
deliberate and malicious intention of imprisoning 
me permanently for political motivations, as Judge 
Turk said at my last sentencing in Roanoke. 

The identification in this case relied on 
[identity of federally protected witness redacted, 
based on the legal precedents established earlier 
by this very case] statement that she met me on 
this Facebook account in 2009. In 2009 I was in 
prison, and the Facebook account did not exist. It 
was not created until December 2011. The fact 
that events did not occur as the government’s pri¬ 
mary witness maintains, and could not have oc¬ 
curred as she testified they did, has been simply 
ignored by the jury and by the court. From day 
one of this investigation [name redacted] has lied 
to investigators, perjured herself, and destroyed 
evidence, and she has done so with the full knowl¬ 
edge, encouragement and collusion of prosecuting 
attorneys and federal law enforcement. 

The government’s case against me rests on sev¬ 
eral absurdities and impossibilities, and their own 
sentencing memorandum reveals another. They 
have repeatedly claimed that these alleged crimes 
involved a group of people in Florida with a con¬ 
nection to the American Front. I am not a group of 
people. I was not in Florida at the time. Another 
federal court than this one has legally established 
that I was in Mexico, yet another fact which seems 
to have been simply tossed aside as irrelevant be¬ 
cause it is inconvenient. I have no connection to 
the American Front. 

These entire proceedings have been Kafka- 
esque. I was last in Florida in 2006. I was asked to 
come here by the National Socialist Movement to 
help a new unit leader who wanted to lead a rally. 
That unit leader’s name was David Gletty. He was 
a federal informant. All of his unit members were 
federal informants, presumably informing on one 
another. His march was planned and conducted by 


the U.S. Attorney’s office. The only so-called 
“White supremacist” group with which I had con¬ 
tact in Florida were just as much federal employ¬ 
ees as the FBI agents who testified against me and 
the United States Attorney who prosecuted me. 

That rally, like this case and this trial, was a 
form of psychodrama, an act, a playing out of a 
Hollywood script, a bizarre narrative in which I 
am some kind of cult guru with a secret army of 
unknown and unnamed “followers”, a narrative 
apparently based on a popular television drama 
series. It is certainly not based in fact. The alleged 
crime was also a stage-managed fiction, and I am 
a patsy who has been set up to take the fall. I am 
only thankful that by leaving the United States I 
prevented the FBI and the Justice Department 
from committing the more serious crime they had 
planned to carry out. 

The odd fact is that I don’t feel safe today any 
time that I am not in prison, which says much 
about life in Obama’s America in the year 2014. 
I’m not always safe in prison either, but I know 
that while I am here I cannot be used as a tool to 
feed this mass delusion. In the two and a half 
years since my re-arrest I have learned to use my 
time in prison well, by investigating and analyz¬ 
ing why all this madness and persecution has hap¬ 
pened to me. The real reasons, not the drivel that 
falls from the lips of the dictator’s servants. 

Knowing that someone within the power struc¬ 
ture has developed an obsession with me which 
passes all rational bounds and borders on insanity, 
knowing that the persecution was not over and 
this day was inevitable, I spent the entire year 
when I was out of prison preparing for it. I settled 
my debts. I closed my business. I released my ob¬ 
ligations and tried to dissolve my marriage. Be¬ 
fore I left the country, I gave away everything I 
owned. I made sure that when the United States 
of America came for me, I would have nothing 
left for them to steal. This fact, indeed, may par¬ 
tially explain the vindictive hatred and malice 
with which the dictatorship has pursued me. 
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I am now before this court in the wonderful 
position of having no money and no assets. When 
released, I will never earn another dollar in my 
own name. I will continue to give everything I 
come by away. You may take my freedom and 
torture my body, but you will never succeed in 
making me pay for it. 

I have nine more years to serve in prison, plus 
whatever this court decides to paste on me as 
well, all for non-violent crimes which I did not 
commit, and which everyone involved in these 
prosecutions knows full well I did not commit. 
Being in prison leaves me in a position to write 
and publish in a way that I cannot when I am re¬ 
leased. I have published two books, four journal 
articles, and dozens of newspapers and magazine 
articles. I am 180,000 words into a study of the 
first millennium, and when I leave here next week 
for a habeas corpus hearing in Chicago I plan to 
translate a 9th century chronicle by a fellow 
named Ecgbert. Nothing the court does today can 
or will interfere with these plans or any of the 
productive things I am doing with my life. 

Should these convictions not be overturned on 
appeal,. I plan to file a §2255 motion to which I 
hope to attach the affidavits of witnesses whom 
my attorney, mistakenly believing that the com¬ 
plete lack of any evidence of my guilt whatsoever 
would acquit me, failed to call. These alleged of¬ 
fenses, insofar as they were in fact committed by 
anyone at all and are not fabrications, were com¬ 
mitted by a group of federal informants acting at 
the direction of the FBI and the U.S. Attorney’s 
office who persuaded [name redacted] to 
download the virus identified by Mr. Connor, and 
who used it to access various internet accounts 
which I had entrusted to her care. 

This kind of identity theft is not a new tactic 
on the part of the FBI,. Their informants have 
been caught on their own surveillance tapes at¬ 
tempting such identity theft against me in the 
past. This is just another act of deception by 
criminals in expensive suits who maintain a Third 
World dictator in power in this country for 
money, and who no longer make any real effort to 
disguise the fact, since they have discovered that 
they can do whatever they want, to whomever 
they way, and nothing will be done. Lack of ac¬ 
countability, thy name is America. 

I am, as I have always been, completely pow¬ 


erless to stop whatever in justice this court may 
decide to inflict upon me. In that, mine is the 
quintessential American experience. 

it it it 

The court then proceeded to sentence Bill 
White to an inexplicable and horrific 17 years in 
prison for the “crimes” of making Facebook posts 
the government didn’t like, and for frightening an 
FBI agent. 

According to the prosecution he did these 
things while existing in two places at once, both 
Florida and Mexico. I mean, since one federal 
court has ruled that Bill was in Mexico on such 
and such dates, and another has ruled that he was 
in Florida on the same dates, and since the federal 
judicial system is divinely inspired and utterly 
incapable of error, never mind blithering stum- 
blebum incompetence of the kind it would take to 
make such a mistake—well then, clearly Bill 
White has discovered the secret of bilocation. 

Amazing what this evil White Supreemists git 
up to, ain’t it. Merle? 

Is Secession Legitimate? 

by Steven Clark 

Cells divide. Rivers change course. The uni¬ 
verse fragments in a thousand different ways, all 
of it in natural order, where cohesiveness is one 
with a multitude of variety. Even America’s na¬ 
tional motto, E Pluribus Unum, out of many one, 
expresses unity with reservations. 

Yet America, as it exists now, is an em¬ 
pire. An empire is defined as a large, territorial 
state with multiethnic factions whose differences 
require a complex power structure to keep them 
in order. In its present state America straddles a 
continent, with great military and economic 
power that is global and seemingly omnipotent. 
There are reasons for leaving it. Certainly the 
American Revolution, where thirteen colonies 
broke away from the British empire and created 
the United States, was secession from what was 
seen as a demanding and faraway government 
unresponsive to the needs of Americans. Dividing 
and separating is nothing new to us. 

The American dilemma has been one of keep- 
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ing power as local and answerable to the people 
as much as possible, yet at the same time taking 
advantage of and expanding over a vast conti¬ 
nent. Now, we are at a crossroads. 

When power is consolidated in a government 
with over three hundred million inhabitants of all 
colors and ethnic varieties, the attempt to con¬ 
duct a coherent national policy means, in the 
end, coercion. Tom Chittum argues this in his 
speculative book Civil War Two, where: 
‘Ongoing and dramatic changes in this country’s 
ethnic composition are rapidly transforming 
America into a more empire-like entity, a natu¬ 
rally unstable political cardhouse doomed to 
collapse exactly as every other multiethnic em- 

When power is consolidated in a 
government with over three 
hundred million inhabitants of all 
colors and ethnic varieties, the 
attempt to conduct a coherent 
national policy means, in the 
end, coercion. 


pire throughout world history. ’ 

Chittum argues that a multitude of laws and 
federal growth is designed to enforce ethnic 
peace at the expense of liberty and a national 
unity. Robert Kaplan, in a series of essays in 
The Atlantic Monthly, shows an America domi¬ 
nated by a corporate, international ruling class 
that has little concern for local or national feel¬ 
ings. A ruling class, he argues, that sees patriot¬ 
ism as a pathology. Unity in Diversity is the new 
national motto, yet it is a spurious unity where 
many languages and cultural preferences replace 
the sense of a national family. Again, the effects 
of empire. 

Empire is not unique, nor is the dissolution of 
empires. We have a tendency to look at a map 
and see unity, ignoring the seething life and 
struggle that goes on beneath the Rand McNally 
colors and pretty little flags. When a people have 
doubts, when differences become too strong, 
they have the right to divide, separate and seek 
their own destiny. The past is a strong example. 
Of course there is Rome. When the empire be¬ 
came too unwieldy and divided it split, the West 


collapsing in ethnic and violent disunity, while 
the Eastern empire survived and remained cohe¬ 
sive for many centuries. 

Austria, the strongest empire in Central 
Europe, was beset by ethnic disorder, certainly 
a contributing factor to World War One, ending 
in a needed splintering of nations seeking their 
own destiny. Czechoslovakia, a forced unity of 
Czechs and Slovaks, finally divided when the 
Iron Curtain fell, and both peoples are hap¬ 
pier. The long-standing' friction of Malay and 
Chinese peoples in Malaysia ended when Singa¬ 
pore became independent from Malaysia. An at¬ 
tempt to cobble together the Low Countries ended 
when Belgium left Holland, both countries recog¬ 
nizing their differences and living in peace. The 
Soviet Union, after an enforced unity inherited 
from the Czars, finally blossomed into a bouquet 
of nations. Even now, in Britain, Scotland seeks 
to regain its independence from England. The 
long struggle of Ireland to be free of England 
needs no discussion. 

Yugoslavia, a misalliance of Balkan states 
hammered together after the Treaty of Versailles 
into a rickety house of empire, finally separated to 
seek their own local, native destiny. If a people 
feel they are oppressed and their needs ignored by 
a central government that is alien or unresponsive 
to them or becomes oppressive to maintain unity, 
then they have the right to leave. Chittum demon¬ 
strates that when the ethnic majority of a nation is 
at seventy-five percent or less, ethnic tensions 
begin. America is at that rate and slipping. The 
legitimacy of a people is cause enough. 

In America, we ask, what makes secession le¬ 
gitimate? 

The Constitution says nothing about forbid¬ 
ding states leaving the union. Secession had come 
several times before the tumultuous year of 1861. 
New England considered leaving, as did South 
Carolina. Finally, economic considerations kept 
these sections in with the union, but in 1861, the 
South had every legal right to secede. The North’s 
forcing the South from leaving, while not neces¬ 
sarily illegal, showed that legal considerations 
matter less than emotional and national feelings. 
The South’s native sense of independence went to 
war with the North’s rising ethos as a national, 
continental power. That it became a bloody, tragic 
war is an example of how little legality matters 
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when a people’s feelings of their own nation¬ 
hood intercede. 

And, recalling our own revolution, we didn’t 
ask permission to be free. As Thomas Jefferson 
said, “Any good government must be over¬ 
thrown every ten years.” 

Many Americans today, especially white 
Americans, feel threatened by the convergence 
of America into a multiethnic empire. They are 
beginning to understand they have a reduced 
place in it, and want to feel secure; physically, 
fiscally, and morally. The unchecked influx of 
millions of foreigners across our border renders 
the concept of nationhood obsolete. As Kaplan 
explains, the new ruling class feels more affinity 
with fellow plutocrats in Beijing and London 
than they do with fellow Americans. Kaplan ar¬ 
gues this trend is irreversible. 

Then, secession is a right and moral answer 
by a part of the population who don’t wish to be 
entrapped in this ployglot, imperial mess. 

Eventually, this leads to the question of race. 
White people feel the most threatened as they see 
their race shrink and feel locked out of the racial 
quotas and favoritism programs lumped under 
the innocuous sounding name of Affirmative Ac¬ 
tion. Their fears that this new oligarchy is hap¬ 
pier with a darker skinned majority, both to serve 
as cheap labor and a permanent voting bloc to 
keep the system in power, seems warranted by 
the inability of government to respond to reform 
or fiscal solvency, stop the flood of illegal immi¬ 
gration, or cease to involve the military in end¬ 
less imperial wars. 

Secession is a justified corrective to a race’s 
fears of slow and constant suppression, making 
racial survival a legitimate reason for seces¬ 
sion. As the blacks, Hispanics, and Asians, after 
initial allegiance to the state, keep their racial 
solidarity, so whites, as Chittum predicts, will go 
back to their tribal identities, simply to survive. 

Recognizing the tribal and cultural differ¬ 
ences in the various peoples in America is not 
new. Race has always been the North American 
issue, and the invasion of diversity has destroyed 
nationhood, making an imperial state the only 
means of keeping so many openly divergent peo¬ 
ples together, spinning several plates at once to 
appease everyone, and when its military and fi¬ 
nancial means of control are gone, there will be 
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chaos, much like the kind Chittum saw in Yugo¬ 
slavia, where he fought in the Croatian army. 

...Recalling our own revolution, we 
didn’t ask permission to be free. As 
Thomas Jefferson said, “Any good 
government must be overthrown 
every ten years. ” 

Already, the outline of new states are forming. 
The Southwest, now filling with Hispanic majori¬ 
ties, is Aztlan. Most American cities are minority 
filled and controlled. David Lane, an early advo¬ 
cate of white separatism, said it plainly: “We 
must secure the existence of our people and a fu¬ 
ture for White children.” Now, this need will 
slowly come to the forefront of white people’s 
minds because they will see no other choice. 
Many are moving to the Northwest, a move advo¬ 
cated by the writer Harold Covington, whose 
Northwest Front seeks to build a home for whites 
including Washington, Oregon, Idaho and West¬ 
ern Montana. The intention is not to dominate the 
other races, but to make sure white people have 
their piece of the pie when the imperial system of 
America collapses. 

Other writers have urged a partitioning of 
America among separate races to create social 
harmony and lessen imperial power. Michael 
Hart, in an essay in The Real American Dilemma, 
suggested a three-way racial partition, among 
blacks, whites, and an integrated America. Gore 
Vidal, the internationally recognized writer of 
Burr and Lincoln, who Paul Newman and Joanne 
Woodward called ‘our history teacher,’ suggested 
America be separated into sections like the Swiss 
cantons, so each racial group would be among 
their own kind, preserving peace, also sending as 
much of their income to a federal government as 
they wanted to, thereby curbing its power. 

Secession along these lines would be legiti¬ 
mate in it would end the constant racial strife and 
bickering over social inequality that consumes so 
much of America’s energy. Forcing peoples to 
live together, as Chittum observed in Yugoslavia, 
is, in the end a deadly policy. 

One’s race is a family, and in the end, the 
family is what people fall back on for their 
memories, financial and medical help, and com- 



munal recollection. A homogeneous people are 
less likely to be torn apart by social strife or suf¬ 
fer the enforced coercion of an imperial state. 

America, as a series of states, would be con¬ 
tent. Germany, after World War Two, was di¬ 
vided into two states in part to ensure a European 
peace. As the French novelist Francois Mauriac 
wrote, “I love Germany so much, I am glad there 
are two of them.” 

In the end, one’s own people is a family, and 
it is to the family one turns to for comfort and 
strength. If a child is in danger, a father doesn’t 
seek approval to save it. He acts. 

Secession is the legitimate answer to social 
and racial peace, as well as curbing the vast abuse 
of power we now suffer under. A continent of 
many Americas would give true, organic diver¬ 
sity. The common good and recognition of each 
race to be allowed its own space and culture is the 
true end of secession, and justifies it. 

U.S. Bankruptcy Judge 
Orders Detroit To 
Sell Its Negroes 

by Bill White 

In a surprise move, U. S. Bankruptcy judge 
Steven Rhodes has ordered the city of Detroit to 
sell its negroes in order to cover more than $18 
billion in debt the city has incurred by caring for 
them. 

“Detroit’s negroes are both its main liability 
and its only potential asset,” Rhodes wrote in a 
2,160-page opinion tracing back to the Dred Scott 
decision the use of negroes as chattels with which 
to pay debts. “The city has gone $ 18 billion dol¬ 
lars into debt coddling and caring for a population 
that won’t work, but only consumes. It’s time that 
the negro population paid its debt.” 

Detroit filed Chapter 9 Bankruptcy in the fall 
of 2013. Citing a massive exodus of productive 
Whites and the collapse of more than two-thirds 
of the city into ruins, Detroit admitted that it 
could no longer afford to provide everything from 
police and fire services to water and welfare to 
an almost entirely negro population which refused 
to work or pay for anything. Subsequent demands 
that negroes pay their water bills or face termina¬ 


tion of services, just like White people have to, led 
to protests and an intervention by the United Na¬ 
tions. The UN argued that negroes have a “human 
right” to live as parasites on society. 

In exasperation, Rhodes was then forced to is¬ 
sue his opinion, ordering that Detroit’s negro 
population be sold into slavery to pay their bills. 

At issue now is the value of nearly three quar¬ 
ters of a million unemployed, uneducated and un¬ 
skilled negroes, many of them suffering from 
mental and physical illness and several genera¬ 
tions of dysfunctional breeding policies. Apprais¬ 
als of their value have varied greatly, and major 
auction houses have had to dust off manuals from 
the nineteenth century to plan what might be the 
largest slave auction since the Civil War. 

“We have to figure in the intensive cost of 
training and discipline necessary to get these ne¬ 
groes working,” Kevyn Orr, Detroit’s Emergency 
Manager told the press. “Most of these negroes 
have never held a job in their life, and many are 
physically unfit. Literally, we’re talking about 
whipping these people into shape.” 

Also figured into the equation is the fact that 
the U.S. dollar has lost more that 99% of its value 
since 1865, the last year negroes were sold into 
slavery. Estimates of the value of Detroit’s ne¬ 
groes range as low as $37,500, based on the opin¬ 
ion of one investor that “I wouldn’t pay a nickel a 
head for these worthless bums.” 

But even if Detroit ends up giving its negroes 
away, it will be a boon for the city, which is cur¬ 
rently spending over $2 billion dollars per year 
coddling black stupidity. With its negroes gone, 
Detroit will be able to significantly reduce not 
only its police, housing vouchers and welfare pro¬ 
grams, but also costs like public hospitals dispens¬ 
ing emergency treatment for runny noses. 

Judge Rhodes’ opinion is a masterful work of 
legal scholarship, tracing the history of debts and 
slavery back into ancient times. The enslavement 
of people for non-payment of debts stretches back 
to Joseph’s enslavement of Egypt in the book of 
Genesis, comes forward through the Jewish Egibi 
Brothers bank in seventh century Babylon, and 
continued in Europe until the modern usury sys¬ 
tem enslaved entire states, making the enslave¬ 
ment of individuals largely unnecessary. Rhodes 
particularly cited the precedent of Constantine V 
in seventh-century Byzantium as an example. 
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Bankrupted by a war against both German Lom¬ 
bardy and the Islamic Caliphate, Constantine V 
sold the entire population of Sicily to slave trad¬ 
ers to cover the state’s debts. 

“It’s a matter of simple economics,” Rhodes 
wrote. “If these negroes aren’t sold or otherwise 
disposed of, Detroit will never recover.” 

U. S. President Barack Obama said that the 
court’s ruling was unexpected but perhaps neces¬ 
sary. Likening himself and his all negro and mu¬ 
latto law enforcement team to the African chiefs 
and “big men” who initiated the Atlantic slave 
trade by selling their own tribesmen to Jewish 
slavers, Obama noted that “the negro people are 
America’s greatest asset” and that “sometimes the 
Big Man has to sell his assets to pay his bills.” 

Negro Homeland Security chief Jeh Johnson 
said that DHS troops will be available to “herd 
those negroes onto the pier” if the President de¬ 
cides to ship them out to African and Middle 
Eastern slave markets in the Sudan, Yemen, or 
Saudi Arabia. 

Black On White 

by the Lone Haranguer 

The only reason I write so much about the 
black problem is because so many of my readers, 
friends, and relatives are constantly complaining, 
fuming and generally foaming at the mouth over 
it. Monkoids are the number one issue on the 
minds of just about every thinking conservative 
white in the country and around the world. 
That’s because they have become a global prob¬ 
lem of rapidly growing proportions. 

Just turn on a news program, pick up a paper 
or read a news blurb on the Net and you’ll find 
that many of them are about the latest outrage 
perpetrated by blacks. Murders, rapes, robberies, 
car-jackings, muggings, riots, roaming murderous 
mobs of bucks that attack every White they see, 
welfare fraud, uncontrolled breeding, ghettos, 
diseases, drugs, gangs, and the list goes on. If it’s 
illegal, socially destructive, parasitical or just 
plain evil, blacks have a hand in it... 

But to pour gas on this already raging fire, the 
Jew controlled liberals are now on an all-out 
propaganda campaign to promote “buck n’ 
blonde” breeding. You see it everywhere. Heck, 


you can’t pick up a magazine or newspaper, or 
even watch some innocent TV show without the 
writers throwing some plate-lip up against one of 
our prettiest blonde females. And of course she 
acts as if he’s the cat’s meow, when in real life 
just touching the ape makes her nauseous. But 
actresses will do anything for fame and wealth, 
prostituting themselves to the fat, cigar chomping, 
pot gutted Jew producers that jam Hollyweird. 

Monkoids are the number one issue 
on the minds of just about every 
thinking conservative white in the 
country and around the world. 
That’s because they have become a 
global problem of rapidly 
growing proportions. 


Only yesterday I was visiting my son when 
one of my grandkids began watching a new “X- 
Men” cartoon show on the tube. The lowlifes that 
created that show went all-out for the “B&B” 
campaign. First off there was a B&B couple with 
a high yellow offspring. Wolverine had to save 
her of course, and the artists made her look as 
cute as a white girl when in reality most of those 
cross-breeds look like the retarded, ugly little 
wogs they really are. Crossing black and white 
genes never turns out well. This is a known fact, 
though modern medicine has broken its neck to 
hide this fact from the general public. 

After all, if all these dumb-ass brainwashed 
young liberal females knew just what retarded, 
ugly little horrors they’d create by breeding with 
an ape, the B&B campaign would go belly up 
overnight. Oh! And by the way ... they “re¬ 
imagined” Storm as a negress from Africa no less, 
and had Cyclops in love with her and Wolverine 
fighting for her attentions. I got up and made her 
change the channel and promise me never to 
watch that vile show again. 

I was enraged that these maggots would stoop 
so low as to attack our kids with their evil. There 
are no longer any limits on their evil. The gloves 
are off. And I’d like you all to just think a mo¬ 
ment: Just what other races do you see the Jews 
promoting on TV? Hmmm? When was the last 


NORTHWEST OBSERVER #149 


7 



time you saw them push Hispanic or Arab breed¬ 
ing at us? The answer of course is never. Why? 
Because that’s not part of the Jew agenda to de¬ 
grade the Caucasian race. I’ve read the Protocols 
of Zion, and it’s nothing but a hate-filled, foam¬ 
ing at-the-mouth tirade of venom and jealousy 
against us. They want us killed off, degraded, and 
the survivors enslaved to serve them for all time. 

Most Whites, even White 
separatists, really don’t realize the 
depth of Jewish hatred for our 
race. It goes off the charts folks. It’s 
absolutely maniacal. 


But you see, the big problem the Jews have is 
that our innate superiority glares at them like a 
wart on the nose, every day of their evil lives. 
When they flip a switch they are using Aryan in¬ 
vented electricity. When they nuke a burrito, it’s 
cooked in an Aryan microwave. When they drive 
their car or fly or watch the tube or do practically 
anything in their daily lives, they will use hun¬ 
dreds of things that sprang from the minds of us 
whites. 

We are the founders of the modem world, and 
that fact grinds the Jew to the point of madness. 
For how can he be the “master race” he so loves 
to spout he is, when it’s the Aryans that have 
proven beyond all debate that it is them instead? 
The only thing left to him is to sneak up behind us 
and do his dirty work. Like the honorless little 
coward he is, the Jew will always come at you 
from behind, stabbing you in the back. That is 
why he has been pushing the B&B formula so 
strongly of late. The Jews are literally spending 
millions on this vile campaign. In fact it has be¬ 
come so dominant on the airwaves that their lib¬ 
eral bootlicks can no longer pretend it’s not there. 

Sometimes you’ll even find them discussing it 
on the day-time talk shows. Of course they’re not 
complaining however; they’re cheering it as 
“progressive programming”. I wonder if the fools 
that say that crap actually allow their daughters to 
date blacks? I sincerely doubt it because even the 
most rabid liberal now knows that there’s no such 
thing as a “black husband”. All bucks are, are 
sperm donors that beat feet the minute they dis¬ 


cover they’ve knocked up yet another of Whitey’s 
daughters. I have yet to see a black that actually 
willingly held down a job and supported his 
brood. That’ll be the day, though to see it on the 
tube, every other buck is a brain surgeon or col¬ 
lege professor. Nobody is that gullible anymore. 
Even the most die-hard communist liberal knows 
that blacks are brain dead. Let’s see now; With an 
average IQ for the black male of 66, (twice that of 
a German Shepherd), why he could even be 
(gasp!) president!! 

I don’t care what cop show you watch nowa¬ 
days, the boss is going to be some black. Black 
chief, black supervisor, black lieutenant, black 
drill sergeant, black super hero, and always the 
black computer expert. Aww c-MON now! 
Really? Just how much BS are we supposed to 
swallow? Talk about your big, steaming pile of 
cow flop! 

Our problems with blacks in the U.S. has got¬ 
ten so severe that it wouldn’t surprise me in the 
least if someday soon, someone didn’t start 
threatening stations that air that vile crap. People 
are fed up, even the liberals. No White wants to 
see wall-to-wall blacks on his TV day in and day 
out. Heck, they’re a small minority in America, 
yet they dominate the airwaves. And people are 
sick to death of seeing their repulsive faces all the 
time. A while back another movie that should 
have been a blockbuster, went belly-up instead. I 
figured out why it did long before it was even cre¬ 
ated. How? Because it had a black as the hero in 
it. And I’ve learned that any movie that stars a 
buck will never do well at the box office. Whites 
are not going to pay to sit and watch some ugly 
buck strut and talk like a ghetto coon for 2 hours. 
Those idiot Jew producers already know it’s a 
losing proposition to use one, but they continue to 
do it anyway, blowing many millions on the proc¬ 
ess. Why? Hate. Pure old hatred. They hate us so 
darned bad that if they can twist even a handful 
with the film, it was worth it to them. 

Most Whites, even White separatists, really 
don’t realize the depth of Jewish hatred for our 
race. It goes off the charts folks. It’s absolutely 
maniacal. And this is why the B&B campaign has 
ramped up to the ridiculous proportions we now 
see. The Jews are getting desperate. 

That’s because the American people are finally 
wising up to Jew evil, hatred and racism. More 
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and more are taking the time to actually read the 
Talmud then pass on what they discovered in its 
filthy pages to their family, friends and loved 
ones. And the truth is spreading. We all must do 
everything we can to discredit the B&B propa¬ 
ganda. We must talk to our kids and their friends 
about the real hazards of dating outside our race, 
and about the enemies of our people and the ex¬ 
tent they will go to, to harm them and 
their futures. This is a war folks, a war for the 
hearts and minds of tomorrow’s Aryan race. It’s a 
war we dare not lose. 

The Weird Aryan 
History Series 

[This has been around since 2005, and it’s 
internet, of course, but I have reprinted a few ar¬ 
ticles from the series here in hard copy form .— 
HAC] 

Greetings, 

Someone once said that Americans are a peo¬ 
ple without a past. I once saw a statistic to the ef¬ 
fect that less than 50% of Americans (meaning 
White Americans) can name all four of their 
grandparents (I mean actually name them: 
Grandpa and Mee-Maw don’t count) and less than 
ten percent could name more than one great- 
grandparent. Many Americans confuse the Ko¬ 
rean War with World War Two. Something like 
30% of reporters in the Gulf War did not know 
there had been a World War One, although you’d 
think the designation of World War Two might 
have tipped them off that there was a previous 
version floating around somewhere. (True story.) 

We as a people have no idea where we’ve 
been, so it’s no wonder we have no idea where 
we’re going. 

My Weird Aryan History series is an attempt 
to remedy that, to inform White Nationalists of 
some of the more interesting events in the history 
of our people and let them know that yes, in fact 
there were Aryan events going on before the time 
of cowboys and Indians, which is as far back as 
most Americans have any historical awareness at 
all. 

Beyond a highly inaccurate movie version of 
the Wild West, some Americans have a vague I 
impression of the Civil War (some re-enactors are 


downright anal about the 1861-1865 period to the 
exclusion of the other 3000-odd years of Western 
civilization, just like some National Socialists can 
recite a day by day history of the Third Reich 
from 1933 to 1945 and nothing else at all.) 

There is a dimmer impression in a few con¬ 
sciousnesses of George Washington crossing the 
Delaware, and guys in white wigs signing some¬ 
thing in 1776, and beyond that there’s Elmer 
Fudd in Puritan dress, wearing a cartoon steeple- 
crown hat and carrying a blunderbuss, hunting 
turkeys for Thanksgiving (nobody in the 17th or 
18th centuries hunted with a blunderbuss) while 
having run-ins with Bugs Bunny. For 99% of 
Americans, that’s it. 

Now, in addition to being a people with amne¬ 
sia, we are also a very sleazy people, as the cur¬ 
rent pre-occupation with Court TV and assorted 
media hyped crap indicates, from Scott Peterson 
to Natalee Holloway. Fine, I’m sleazy too. So I 
will be selecting all kinds of weird, wonderful, 
violent, bloody, bizarre, and ghastly stuff from 

We as a people have no idea where 
we've been, so it's no wonder we 
have no idea where we're going. 


the history of our race and presenting it for our 
own little tabloid show here on the internet. I 
started off last night with the mystery of the 
Princes in the Tower. 

These articles will in fact be mostly fairly long 
and detailed and you will have to dust off the old 
attention span and give it a good workout to read 
and understand most of them, but I will try to in¬ 
tersperse short little Aryan factoids as well. I 
think this will actually be a kind of entertaining 
project, something to occupy myself while wait¬ 
ing for the lights to go out, and something many 
of you will appreciate. If you don’t, there’s al¬ 
ways the old delete button. 

Okay, are we clear on what the Weird Aryan 
History Series is and why? We do know that there 
is a purpose to it and it’s not just Harold losing 
his marbles? Good. 

The series consists of 56 e-mails, including 
this one. I have sent them out before. A few of 
you loved it. Most of you—well, it was pretty ob¬ 
vious most of you just considered the series one 
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of HAC’s little eccentricities, and didn’t even 
bother to read them. That always saddened and 
disappointed me. I don’t understand why I could 
never seem to get any traction with this. 

I mean, I just don’t get it. How can anyone not 
be fascinated with all this stuff? 

Anyway, to counter all this Black History 
Month crap, I am going to re-transmit the com¬ 
plete Aryan History Series, roughly two or three 
per day, so this will probably take about a month. 
It will give you guys some great entertainment, 
which seems to be largely what many of you are 
looking for. 

However, I won’t load up your e-mail boxes 
with stuff you’re just going to politely ignore and 
delete. If you want to receive this series, let me 
know. I’ll give it a couple of days for everybody 
who wants on the Aryan History List to let me 
know. 

I need to warn you, though..some of these arti¬ 
cles are pretty long, especially the first two, The 
Princes In The Tower and The Wild Donnellys. 

No, history did not begin with Amurrica. Yes, 
our race does have a past other than WWII and 
the Civil War and the cowboys. Want to find out 
about it? Let me know, and I’ll put you on the 
Aryan History Series list. -HAC 

The Weird Aryan History Series 
Lesson #50: 

The Shangani Patrol (1893) 

The small White nation of Rhodesia was 
founded in 1890 by the Pioneer Column, which 
marched across country from South Africa and 
erected a fort at what later became the city of 
Salisbury. By 1893 the new colony, at first called 
Mashonaland, was elbowing the territory of the 
warlike Matabele tribe, an offshoot of the Zulus 
who used the same tribal military system of impis 
or regiments as the Zulus. In October of 1893, at 
the beginning of the rainy season, war broke out 
between the White settlers and the Matabele. 

The settlers, commanded by Cecil Rhodes’s 
associate Dr. Leander Starr Jameson, marched 
into Matabeleland and quickly burned the Mata¬ 
bele King Lobengula’s kraal or village up on a 
flat-topped mountain called Thabas Induna. 
Lobengula himself fled into the bush with his 
warriors and the English determined to pursue 


him. Up until that point the Whites, who were 
armed with modern rifles, Maxim machine guns, 
and a few light artillery pieces, had easily de¬ 
feated the blacks who had only spears, but at this 
point, for reasons which have never been fully 
explained at the time or by historians, the whole 
campaign went to hell in a handbasket. 

To begin with, it was the worst time of year 
for such a campaign in what is known as the low 
veld in Rhodesia—tsetse fly country, deadly for 
horses. The rains had broken, malaria would soon 
be rampant and the waterlogged veld would make 
progress difficult. In addition, the infernal dissen¬ 
sion which is the curse of our race had manifested 
itself, and there was quarreling and intrigue and 
division among the officers of the Rhodesian 
forces. 

On November 9th, 1893, Jameson decided to 
send a strong patrol to reconnoiter the country 
between Inyati and Shiloh and if possible bring 
Lobengula back a prisoner. His call for volunteers 
met with a good response, and the force of 320 
men was composed of volunteers from the Salis¬ 
bury and Victoria Columns and 150 men of the 
Bechuanaland Border Police and Raaff s Rangers 
who had reached Bulawayo ahead of the main 
body of the Southern Column. With three Maxim 
guns and two hundred native carriers and with 
Major Forbes in command, they rode out of Bula¬ 
wayo shortly before sunset on November 14. 

The first two days and nights it rained almost 
continually and the horses, which were in poor 
condition after the main campaign, found the sod¬ 
den country heavy going. Forbes made for the 
London Missionary Society’s station at Inyati, 
which had been established before the days of 
Thomas Baines, and found it a sorry sight. Its nor¬ 
mal occupants had abandoned it at the beginning 
of the invasion and it was now occupied by a 
party of Matabele in charge of a large herd of cat¬ 
tle. They fled. The Matabele had vented their 
wrath on the missionaries’ houses, which had 
been wrecked in an orgy of destruction. The veldt 
was littered with torn books, broken furniture and 
ruined personal belongings. 

Leaving a force of eighty men to garrison the 
station, Forbes went on with the remainder. This 
part of the country had been heavily populated 
and in the numerous kraals they found cattle and 
grain. The grain was a welcome addition to their 
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meager diet. The force had left Bulawayo before 
the arrival of the main Southern Column with its 
food supplies, and their rations, small enough 
when they had started on the pursuit, were by 
now almost exhausted. They had kept going with 
what they could find in Matabele corn bins, but 
now this source was almost at an end. When they 
reached the last of the kraals and realized that the 
further they went the shorter they would be of 
food, many of the men became discontented. 
They considered that the pursuit should be post¬ 
poned until the food position was corrected and 
did not see why they should have to endure hard¬ 
ships that could be avoided. 

Major Forbes saw their point of view, but 
knew that if they gave up the chase now they 
would never overtake Lobengula. He paraded his 
force and ordered the malcontents to step for¬ 
ward. Most of Raaffs Rangers and the Salisbury 
Horse did so, but the Victoria Column stood firm. 
The detachment of Bechuanaland Border Police, 
being regular soldiers, was not consulted. Forbes 
thereupon sent a messenger to Bulawayo asking 
for food and instructions and received a reply 
from Dr. Jameson that reinforcements and wag¬ 
ons carrying more ammunition and what food 
could be spared were being sent to Shiloh. There 
Forbes reorganized his force. 

The new provisions were sufficient to provide 
three-quarter rations for three hundred men for 
twelve days and to see the disaffected section 
back to Bulawayo. Forbes composed his new 
force of Captain Borrow and twenty-two men of 
the Salisbury Horse, Major Wilson and seventy 
mounted and a hundred dismounted men of the 
Victoria Column, Captain Raaff and twenty men 
of the Rangers and Captain Coventry and seventy 
-eight men of the Bechuanaland Border Police. 

Soon after leaving Shiloh the scouts found 
Lobengula’s wagon tracks and followed them for 
eight miles through thick bush. There were other 
signs that they were hot on the trail - camp fires 
whose ashes were still hot, pots and calabashes 
hastily abandoned, the charred remains of two of 
the king’s wagons which had broken down and 
been destroyed. It was evident that Lobengula and 
his warriors were making for the Shangani River. 

The further they went the more difficult condi¬ 
tions became. The Whites were drenched by 
storm after storm, and the veldt became so water¬ 


logged that the oxen pulling the wagons carrying 
their provisions gave up the struggle and col¬ 
lapsed. Forbes decided that the wagons were a 
hindrance. Forming a flying column of a hundred 
and sixty men, he sent the rest with the wagons to 
a place called Umhlangeni to await their return. 

The flying column pushed ahead with greater 
speed. On the evening of November 30, Johan 
Colenbrander, who had been scouting, brought in 
an induna (low-level chief or nobleman) he had 
known when he had lived at the king’s kraal. The 
induna said the Matabele had become dispirited 
through defeat, starvation, exposure to the con¬ 
stant rain and the ravages of smallpox, and most 
of them wanted to surrender. But remnants of 
three of Lobengula’s best regiments, the Insu- 
kameni, the Ihlati and the Siseba, were still loyal 
to the king and were covering his retreat. 

Forbes decided to form a laager on 
open ground about two hundred 
yards back from the river while a 
small patrol went across the river to 
reconnoiter the further bank. He 
selected Major Allan Wilson, com¬ 
mander of the Victoria Column, to 
lead a patrol of twelve men. 


On December 3 the column reached the bank 
of the Shangani River. They were very close on 
the king’s heels now. Across the river they could 
see a number of natives frantically driving the last 
of their cattle in the wake of an impi. They had 
evidently only just crossed, for on the column’s 
side was evidence of a Matabele encampment 
with the fires still smoldering. But had the king 
himself crossed the river or had he gone further 
along the bank? It was essential to know. Forbes 
decided to form a laager on open ground about 
two hundred yards back from the river while a 
small patrol went across the river to reconnoiter 
the further bank. He selected Major Allan Wilson, 
commander of the Victoria Column, to lead a pa¬ 
trol of twelve men. 

When Wilson and his men had disappeared 
into the bush on the other side, Forbes interro¬ 
gated a captured native. From him he learnt that 
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Lobengula was ill and that with him were some 
three thousand warriors from different regiments 
who were determined that he should not be taken 
prisoner. If reports that the Matabele morale was 
low were correct, Forbes planned to make a rush 
the next day, capture the king and at once turn 
back for Bulawayo. 

They had now been out for nine days, their 
rations were dwindling and if they were to get 
back to their wagons and food supplies in time 
they would have to move swiftly. He expected 
Wilson and his men to return in a couple of 
hours, but the afternoon wore on and darkness 
came without a sign of the missing patrol. In the 
meantime Forbes had received a report that the 
bulk of Lobengula’s warriors, under his chief 
induna, Mjaan, had turned back and intended to 
attack the column that night. 

It was a dark night and rain fell at intervals. 
At about nine o’clock an alert picket heard the 
sound of horses and aroused the laager. Two 
men rode in who told Forbes that the patrol had 
followed Lobengula’s wagon spoor for some 
five miles and that Wilson considered the pros¬ 
pects of capturing the king were so good he had 
decided not to return that night. He wanted 
Forbes to send more men and a maxim in the 
morning. Two hours later Captain Napier and 
two troopers reached the laager and reported that 
the patrol had got close to the bush enclosure 

On neither occasion did Wilson 
state exactly what he wanted, 
although Napier said he thought he 
expected the rest of the column to 
cross the river and join him so that 
they could make a daylight raid on 
the enclosure at dawn. This Forbes 
refused to do. He expected a 
Matabele attack on his position, 
and he could not endanger his 
whole force by crossing the river in 
darkness, cutting off his 
retreat and presenting his 
back to the enemy. 


protecting the king and his wagon but had had to 
retreat to prevent themselves from being sur¬ 
rounded and had taken up a position in the bush 
to wait for daylight. 

On neither occasion did Wilson state exactly 
what he wanted, although Napier said he thought 
he expected the rest of the column to cross the 
river and join him so that they could make a day¬ 
light raid on the enclosure at dawn. This Forbes 
refused to do. He expected a Matabele attack on 
his position, and he could not endanger his whole 
force by crossing the river in darkness, cutting off 
his retreat and presenting his back to the enemy. 

He did not want to recall Wilson since he was 
obviously in a good position to capture Loben¬ 
gula, and if this opportunity were lost it would 
never recur. He compromised by sending Captain 
Borrow and twenty men to reinforce the patrol, 
and thus made his mistake. The patrol was now 
too large to be merely a reconnoitering force and 
too small for the dangerous task of trying to cap¬ 
ture the king in defiance of the Matabele impis. 
But it strengthened Wilson’s resolve to undertake 
his suicidal mission. 

At daybreak Wilson and his thirty-two men 
approached Lobengula’s enclosure. The wagon 
was still there, but when Wilson called on the 
king to surrender there was no answer. In the 
ominous silence they realized that during the 
night he had continued his flight. All hope of cap¬ 
turing him had gone. 

Then came the development they had all been 
expecting and dreading. In the half-light they 
heard the clicking of rifle bolts and from behind a 
tree stepped a warrior wearing the induna’s hea¬ 
dring. He fired his rifle. It was the signal for a 
scattered volley which intensified as more warri¬ 
ors came running through the bush. Most of the 
shots went over their heads, but two horses went 
down. A trooper, Dillon, ran to them, cut off the 
saddle pockets carrying ammunition and regained 
his horse as Wilson gave the order to retreat to an 
antheap behind which they had sheltered the pre¬ 
vious night. 

They reached it without losing a man. As 
horses were shot down their riders jumped up be¬ 
hind men still mounted or ran alongside holding 
the stirrup irons. The volume of Matabele fire 
steadily increased and the exposed position of the 
antheap became untenable. Wilson ordered a re- 
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tirement into the trees, and as they went the rear¬ 
guard, firing with cool accuracy, kept the Matabele 
at bay. But the Matabele were in no hurry. They 
had the white men at their mercy and could take 
their time. 

Several men had been wounded and a number of 
them were dismounted. Wilson grouped these in the 
centre and started off slowly for the river in the 
hope that some at least might reach the main Col¬ 
umn. For nearly a mile they marched without harm, 
their progress dogged by warriors keeping pace 
among the trees. Then they saw that their path was 
barred by a line of warriors waiting for them to 
come closer. An attempt to break through that bar¬ 
rier would mean sacrificing the wounded. That was 
unthinkable. They would face it together. 

Three men, however, got away. An American 
and two Australians galloped unscathed through the 
Matabele line, threw off their pursuers by doubling 
on their tracks and reached the bank of the Shan- 
gani in safety. Shortly after leaving the patrol they 
heard heavy firing and the shouting of hundreds of 
warriors as they attacked Wilson and his men. 
When they reached the river they saw that there 
was no hope whatever for the patrol. Heavy rains 
upstream had swollen the waters of the river and 
now it was in flood, and rising every minute. They 
themselves managed to get across only with the 
greatest difficulty. 

The subsequent fate of the Wilson patrol, whose 
bones now rest beneath their memorial on the Ma- 
topo hill on which Cecil Rhodes lies buried, was 
gathered afterwards from Matabele sources. They 
had selected a clearing among the trees for their last 
stand and, some standing, some kneeling, poured a 
hot fire in all directions. The Matabele had the ad¬ 
vantage of better cover and took time to aim accu¬ 
rately and make their shots tell. But so calmly and 
steadily did the patrol fight back that in spite of the 
bush and the trees they took a heavy toll of the en¬ 
emy. 

At one stage in the fight, said the Matabele, 
they had offered the White men their lives provided 
they laid down their arms and surrendered. Their 
offer was scornfully rejected. There would be no 
surrender. 

The patrol used their dead horses as cover, but 
their number steadily dwindled. Many were killed 
outright, and the wounded went on fighting until 
they lost consciousness. The fight went on until late 


in the afternoon. Just before the end the few sur¬ 
viving white men staggered to their feet, sang a 
few bars of “God Save the Queen”, shook hands 
with each other, and waited for the end. It was 
not long in coming. The Matabele charged them 
with their assegais, and gave no quarter. One last 
man escaped for a few precious minutes, gained 
the top of an anthill a few yards away and shot 
down several Matabele before a bullet smashed 
his hip. He was still firing a revolver as the asse¬ 
gais ended his life. 

There were no survivors, and this is the proud 
epitaph on their memorial. No one knew of their 
fate until two months later, when James Dawson, 
the trader, was led to the spot by a party of na¬ 
tives and found their skeletons. 

The trees all round were scored by bullet 
marks. The Matabele spoke of them reverently 
and had been so impressed by their bravery that 
they had refrained from mutilating their bodies 
and had left them where they fell. Dawson dug a 
large grave and gave them temporary burial 
close to a tree on which he cut a cross and the 
words, “To Brave Men”. Their bones were later 
interred at Zimbabwe, since they had all come 
from Fort Victoria, and in 1904 removed to the 
Matopos, to the hilltop “consecrated and set 
apart for ever for those who had deserved well of 
their country.” 

At one stage in the fight, said the 
Matabele, they had offered the 
White men their lives provided they 
laid down their arms and 
surrendered. Their offer was 
scornfully rejected. There would be 
no surrender. 


A question that intrigued the pioneer popula¬ 
tion when the fate of Allan Wilson’s patrol be¬ 
came known was why so many officers were 
permitted to accompany him across the Shangani 
River. Major Forbes had granted him the privi¬ 
lege of picking his own men, and it was only 
natural that the officers of the Victoria Column - 
many of them his own personal friends, men he 
had known in civilian life - should clamour for 
the honour of helping him to capture Lobengula. 
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Dr. Jameson paid Allan Wilson a tribute when he 
reported officially on the Shangani episode. 

“Major Allan Wilson was one of the most 
gifted leaders of men I have met. Personally brave 
to rashness, yet extremely careful and considerate 
of the men under his command, it followed that 
the men would go anywhere with him. It is to this 
hero worship of Wilson, so well deserved, that I 
attribute the large number of officers who accom¬ 
panied him on that last fatal reconnaissance.” 

The NF Contact Process Redux 

[From Radio Free Northwest] 

We had something happen over the weekend 
which is probably going to become almost typical 
in times to come. 

Now, as I recall, some months ago both Andy 
and I received some preliminary e-mail contact 
from a guy who was living outside the Homeland, 
I want to say in Texas. He said he wanted to 
Come Home, but for this reason or that reason he 
could not or did not want to receive an introduc¬ 
tory packet. I honestly cannot remember the de¬ 
tails, I get so many of these half-assed contacts 
from people who never get back to me. He didn’t 
want to get an intro pack either because he didn’t 
have a stable mailing address, which a lot of 
young White men don’t these days, or he was 
staying with his family or someplace where his 
mail was subject to hostile interception and moni¬ 
toring, which is another situation that young 
White men often find themselves in as absurd as 
that sounds or whatever the excuses were, I can’t 
even remember because this was almost a year 
ago. Had one or two e-mails from him and never 
heard from him again. Common experience. 

Okay, fast forward to about ten days ago. All 
of a sudden we get an e-mail from him. “Hi, guys, 
remember me! Well, here I am, me and my wife, 
right here in the Homeland, and I want to meet 
with you guys! Oh, by the way, we still don’t 
have a stable address because we’re living in this 
motel down on the coast of Washington, but still, 
we want to come up and meet with you wonderful 
comrades of the Northwest Front!” 

Now, as it happens, one of our guys was able 
and willing to drive down to the coast last week¬ 
end and meet with this young couple despite the 


fact that we didn’t really know them from 
Adam’s housecat. He did so, he met with them, 
he reported back to me and he was actually fairly 
impressed with these two young people. 

They explained to him in great detail their 
whole long, stereotypically American story of 
treachery, chaos, and dysfunctional space mad¬ 
ness which led to their ending up in a motel on 
the Washington coast in the middle of winter. Just 
about every young White person of either sex has 
a story like that these days. These two are appar¬ 
ently a good deal more squared away than all of 
this sounds, and our guy gave them a definite up- 
check, so we’re going to wait until these two get 
employed and stable, with an address, and then 
they will begin the Northwest Front vetting proc¬ 
ess as if they were complete newcomers.. 

But as a result of all this, Andy suggested it 
was time for me to review the entire Northwest 
Front contact process yet again, from the top. We 
have an established for processing, vetting, and 
bringing new contacts on line in the older sense of 
the term, basically to make sure if at all possible 
that no one walks through our door without us 
having at least some idea of who they are and 
where they’ve been. 

The first step in the process is that we need to 
get a name and a postal mailing address from a 
new internet contact. The address can be a post 
office box or PMB #, that’s fine, just someplace 
where the post office will deliver mail and the 
individual can receive it securely. We very often 
get this excuse of “Oh, I live with non-racial rela¬ 
tives who would get upset, please don’t send me 
any mail.” Maybe this is true, maybe this is be¬ 
cause the contact is simply afraid of giving out an 
address and bad men in expensive suits knocking 
on his door, maybe something else is going on. 
Yes, I get that bad, dysfunctional economic and 
social stuff happens fairly often in Obama’s 
Amurrica and that young people in their mid and 
late 20s and sometimes older can find themselves 
for real living in their parents’ basement. 

But if that’s the case you need to find the 
money to rent a post office box or private mail 
box. You must be able to receive mail and read it 
and digest it in privacy and security. Get a secure 
address, or else get back to us when you have 
one. That’s your starting point. No matter how 
bright and interested you sound, there is a time 
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limit on how long we will continue to deal with a 
faceless e-mail address where we have no idea 
who we’re really talking to. 

Refusal to supply a full name shows me some¬ 
body’s trying to jack us around from the get-go, 
and is most likely just an ICI (Idle Curiosity In¬ 
quiry), a looky-loo trying to get some free stuff, 
which is a very common attitude in the Move¬ 
ment. Okay, fair enough, I understand that most 
people who inquire are only looky-loos. I am 
willing to expend a White Book and intro pack on 
them to satisfy their curiosity and let them know 
that yes, there is hope. But internet games-playing 
from the very start is a red flag. There is a differ¬ 
ence between a looky-loo and an internet troll. 
One of the first marks of a troll is they never give 
up a physical location. 

Remember: the Northwest Front is the real 
thing. Paranoia has to stop and trust has to start 
somewhere, and it starts with you. If you don’t 
trust us, then we don’t trust you. 

Your intro packet will include a copy of the 
Northwest Migration Manual, otherwise known 
as the White Book. This manual is specifically 
written and designed to answer your questions. 
This manual is important. Reading it is the very 
first thing you need to do, before you approach us 
with individual specific questions, because most 
of them will be answered there. Read it carefully, 
and study it. It contains the answers you claim to 
be seeking. 

The Northwest Independence novels are even 
more so written to answer your questions, and my 
own view is you need to have read at least a cou¬ 
ple of them before proceeding. Pelting us with e- 
mails asking questions which are clearly an¬ 
swered in the literature you were sent, and which 
shows that you haven’t actually read it, do not 
impress. I apologize if all this sounds a bit crotch¬ 
ety, but we’re starting to get enough new people 
interested to where our time is being wasted by 
trolls and we need to cut this to a minimum. 

The next step after receipt of an individual 
packet is internet or snail mail correspondence. 
During this period you will be looked over, first 
and foremost for basic compos mentis, and after 
that for intelligence, communications skills, pres¬ 
entation, and general personality and cop-on. 
Then comes chat rooms, bulletin boards, then 
possibly phone calls. 


I do not give out my phone number exten¬ 
sively, because if I did I would spend seven or 
eight hours per day talking to people on the phone 
who essentially are calling because they are 
lonely and they want to chat to a fellow White 
Nationalist. Understandable, but I really need to 
use that time for other things, so please, no one 
take offense. One day when we have more people 
willing to make Total Life Commitment, we can 
have such things as NF phone numbers with duty 
officers like we had Back In The Day. 

There is a time limit on how long 
we will continue to deal with a 
faceless e-mail address where we 
have no idea who we’re really 
talking to...if you don’t trust us, 
then we don’t trust you. 


Yeah, I know that sounds a bit curt. What can 
I tell you? Being everybody’s phone buddy they 
can call to rap about niggaz and jooz with would 
make me pretty popular and ensure that I never 
get done even the small amount of actual work I 
do manage to accomplish. 

I never respond to imperious and peremptory 
demands that I call a total stranger at such-and- 
such a number, one of which I get about once a 
month. There is no surer way to be written off as 
a kook or worse. Anything you need to say to me 
can be said via e-mail. If it can’t be said in a writ¬ 
ten and government-monitored format like e-mail, 
you probably shouldn’t be saying it. 

Yes, I know, living with constant raging para¬ 
noia is no fun. It’s hard assuming that everything 
you write in an e-mail goes right to the NSA and 
FBI, but according to Edward Snowden that’s the 
case, and whether we like it or not, this is the sec¬ 
ond decade of the 21st century and we have to use 
e-mail and phone texting to communicate. I havce 
several times seriously considered taking the NF 
back to paper and postage stamp just like Back In 
The Day to evade electronic surveillance alto¬ 
gether, but it’s just not feasible. People under 40 
wouldn’t remember how to live completely off 
Net and cell tower, and people under 30 never 
learned. Just learn to deal with the fact that we are 
living and working in a goldfish bowl, remember 
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my story about the Russian Okhrana and how 
they failed despite all, and drive on. 

You will need to give the Party a short intro¬ 
duction and bio. Anything you say can and will 
be used for an actual background check. The NF 
is unique in the Movement in that we actually do 
check people out, and I don’t just mean Googling 
somebody’s name. (Although you’d be amazed at 
what just that can turn up.) In view of who we 
are and what we envision for the future, it is en¬ 
tirely logical and reasonable for us to want to 
know who the hell we are talking to when we sit 
down together. A photograph of yourself and 
your wife, husband, or significant other will be 
helpful, as well as any children. Suffice it to say 
that we have on past occasions turned up some 
unpleasant surprises along that line. (No, it is not 
all right to be married to a Chinese woman.) 

I once considered flat out asking for Social 
Security numbers and dates of birth, but I recog¬ 
nize that there would be legitimate security con¬ 
cerns with that. While I don’t know you, neither 
do you know me, and considering all the crap on 
the internet about me, a request for a social secu¬ 
rity number would probably fuel the Goat Dance 
and make it worse. 

Besides, if you really are a federal cop or 
SPLC spy of some kind, that could easily be 
faked. Our vetting procedures are mostly de¬ 
signed to weed out kooks, dysfunctionals and 
NGO spies, not the secret police themselves. 
However, I admit that we find the voluntary sub¬ 
mission of SSAN and DOB impressive. If you 
really want to get off on the right foot with us, 
that’s definitely a step in the right direction. 

This system is crude and imperfect, and the 
FBI or whoever could dummy up a fake back¬ 
ground easily, but I intend to force them to do just 
that. These people are getting paid taxpayer 
money to violate the Constitution, and I mean to 
make them work for it. I mean to make them 
cover all the bases, dot their i’s and cross their t’s. 
Never make anything easier for these people who 
are spying on us and seek to do us harm. 

Our present vetting system isn’t perfect, not at 
all, and like I said, could easily be circumvented 
by anyone who is seriously trying to get close to 
us in order to do harm. We’re doing it for two 
reasons: A) to get ourselves used to the concept of 
doing things correctly and competently as revolu¬ 


tionaries, something White Americans have no 
previous experience in, and B) to weed out Move¬ 
ment kooks and dysfunctionals of the kind whom 
the late Pam Emmerich described as “not cops, 
not kikes, not spies, just trouble.” 

Among other things, I am specifically looking 
for past Movement background. Obviously, we 
can’t and won’t disqualify everyone who has ever 
taken part in other groups’ activities just for that 
reason, but I need to have a general idea of who 
you’ve been hanging with on the internet and oth¬ 
erwise, and what kind of Movement contaminants 
and toxicities you may have picked up. Yes, this 
is important. I need to know what baggage you 
are bringing to the Northwest Front. 

Then comes actual meeting. The first meeting 
should be a one-on-one with myself or some other 
senior person whom I trust to make the evalua¬ 
tion. The idea here is to put a face to the URL and 
the e-mail address, to make sure you really exist, 
that you really are White and that you’re not in 
fact the holy rabbi Hyman Heeblebaum from 
Temple Schmuck-El jacking us around on the 
internet. (Crap like that has happened before, al¬ 
though not to me and not to the NF.) 

Once someone has been met individually and 
checked for all the basics (i.e. White skin, no ob¬ 
vious negroid or Asiatic racial characteristics or 
grossly Semitic face, sound mind, not falling- 
down drunk or high, no body odor or tics or obvi¬ 
ous indications of instability, etc.) only then do 
you get invited to a larger meeting and get to 
meet some of the others. 

The basic rule is: no strangers walking through 
the door. At least that’s the rule insofar as we can 
enforce it. Bear in mind that these few simple 
protocols are the result of many years of bitter 
experience, including many years of prison time 
for some of us. These rules are for your protection 
just as much as ours. 

Everyone on this list should ideally be in¬ 
volved in some stage of the above process. If not, 
we need to get started .—HAC 


The Northwest Observer is published in support of the 
program and goals of the Northwest Front, P. O. Box 
4856, Seattle, Washington 98194 
www.northwestfront.org e-mail nwnet@earthlink.net. 

Subscriptions are $30 per year, $40 for overseas air 
mail. Checks and money orders should be made out to 
Northwest Publishing Agency. 


NORTHWEST OBSERVER #149 


16 



